Z64	BEYOND HORIZONS
Nor am I reproaching him with cowardice. During the days that
followed I never heard him utter any word of fear, and I doubt
if he felt fear. He was seized with an attack of melancholia—a dis-
ease no more avoidable than any other disease. His black mood
persisted even after we escaped, for he insisted that Spitsbergen was
only the bleak coast of some island where we would go on to meet
the fate we had eluded on the ice.
In answer to Amundsen, I said I would prefer to wait until
June 14 before making a decision. It seemed insane to start on
a desperate foot journey, leaving idle nine hundred horse-power that
could fly us back to civilisation in eight hours. On the other hand,
staying might mean seeing the food dwindle until death came by
starvation. Not that—I should prefer to end it on my feet, making
a fight.
Riiser-Larsen's turn was next That sturdy Norwegian said with
calm finality: "I will not stay here and die."
Dietrichson? My pilot thought he would stay with the N 25.
Omdal? Omdal would go with the majority. Feucht? That man
of shops and machinery muttered that he would not walk a step,
even it everyone else went.
Riiser-Larsen was indefatigable. He seemed to take upon his
shoulders the full responsibility of putting the ship into the air. He
had picked out the model and felt certain that the broad hull of the
Dornier-Wal would so distribute the weight that the ship would
rise out of snow itself. Yet when he tried it alone, with the ship
empty, he could not reach a greater speed than thirty miles per
hour, and sixty miles per hour was the N 25's flying speed.
Just on the other side of the floe on which rested the N 25 was a
very long lead which had never closed since we had been there and
which was now solidly frozen over. On the morning of June i
Riiser-Larsen, always out investigating, chopped a hole through this
ice and discovered it was eight inches thick. He returned to us with
something as near enthusiasm as his phlegmatic nature would
permit him. This ice, he felt certain, would bear up the weight of
the plane. It would be no great work to chop out lumps and clear
a sufficient runway. There seemed to be good prospects that salva-
tion was near.
.With a definite goal to work for now, we all set about it with a

